AGNES OF GOD

re, and freckles all
ed to call me Polka-

MOTHER. So yo
freckles?

Doctor. No, becaus
because I had freckles.
MoTHER. What?

DocTor. (smiling

Pleni sunyfcoeli et terra gloria tua.

Hosangla in excelsis.
Benedlictus qui venit in nomine Domini.
Hosfinna in excelsis.

ocTtor. Why is that so important to you, her sing-

MortHER. When I was a child I used to speak with my

guardian angel. Oh, I don't ask you to believe that I

heard loud, miraculous voices, but just as some children

have invisible playmates, I had angelic conversations.

Like Agnes’ mother, you might say, but I was a lot

younger then, and I am not Agnes’ mother. Anyway,

when I was six I stopped listening and my angel stopped

*or scrawny

Mother
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speaking. But just as a sailor remembers the sea, I
remembered that voice. I grew, fell in love, married and
was widowed, joined the convent, and shortly after I
was chosen Mother Superior, I looked at myself one day
and saw nothing but a survivor of an unhappy marriage,
a mother of two angry daughters, and a nun who was
certain of nothing. Not even of Heaven, Doctor Living-
stone. Not even of God. And then one evening, while
walking in a field beside the convent wall, I heard a
voice and looking up I saw one of our new postulants
standing in her window, singing. It was Agnes, and she
was beautiful; and all of my doubts about God and
myself vanished in that one moment. I recognized the
voice. (silence) Don’t take it away from me again, Doc-
tor Livingstone. Those years after six were very bleak

smokiny st111 bother you?
R. No, it only reminds me.

my hand. I can’ts
certs. But som#days I can go fouXeen hours ona smgle




